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voice only faintly reached his ears, and everything around^
him seemed unreal, incredibly diminished, distant. Behind
them, muffled by distance, gunshots thundered hollowly.
Not far away the wheels of an iron waogn chassis rattled
harmoniously and measuredly, horses snorted and neighed;
human voices were to be heard. He caught a pungent seen/
of baked bread, of hay, of horses' sweat. All this came to
Gregorys consciousness as though from another world.
Exerting all his will, he listened to Prokhor's voice, and with
the greatest of effort he realised that his orderly was asking
T*
him :
" Would you like a drink of milk ? "
Hardly moving his tongue, Gregor licked his parched
lips, feeling that a thick cold fluid with a familiar fresh taste
was being poured into his mouth. After several sips he
clenched his teeth. Prokhor stoppered the flask and bent
over Gregor again ; and by the movement of Prokhor*s->
weather-beaten lips Gregor guessed rather than heard the
question he asked :
" Don't you think I ought to leave you at this village ?
It's hard going for you, isn't it ? "
A look of suffering and anxiety appeared on Gregor's
face ; once more he summoned all his will and whispered:
" Carry me on ... until I die . . ."
From Prokhor's face he realised that he had been heard
and, reassured, he closed his eyes, accepting unconsciousness
as a relief, sinking into the dense darkness of oblivion,
departing from all this tumultuous, noisy world. . . .